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"Then?"
One of the gardeners had come down to the boat-house
and, taking a boat, had launched himself on to the upper
lake. He was standing over his oars, facing for'ard, and
as his body swung to and fro its reflection danced on the
rippling, sunlit film of the water.
"I wonder what he is going to do on the island," Julie
said, standing to watch him, and not until the boat was
concealed by the island's trees did she turn to Ramsdell
again and say:
"You like Lewis?"
"Yes."
"More than you did? You doubted him once."
"Not now."
"Why, I wonder?"
"Never an easy question," Ramsdell said, "but I can
answer it, I think. You see, in one aspect, he's a solid,
ordinary man. That links him with me; I'm solid and
ordinary. He's a good man of business; he's capable of
standing up to the W7orld and doing his job; that made me
want to like him. I was willing to give to his ideas the
respect one gives to another man's religion—rather a cold,
negative respect. And then I found that you couldn't be
cold and negative about his ideas any more than you can
be cold and negative when you're standing by a black-
smith who is hammering white-hot metal on his anvil
The sparks fly and touch you. Lewis is disturbing in the
same way. He doesn't interfere with anyone else, but it's
not possible to be with him and aloof from him. What I
doubted in him was his humanity. I thought he was play-
ing with barren theories	"
"I know," Julie said. "But it's not true, I remember I
used to think: If Lewis is anything more than dry-as-dust,
then he ought to be a leader of men. I imagined him as a
founder of a new religion—a new way of thought. It was
that kind of greatness I looked for in him and because he
hadn't got it—well. ..."
"You despised him?"
"No. Never that. But I tormented him. I wanted to drag

